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New York Evening Post.o red, "for the last two nights espe-
cially I found out a particularly
nice taste in it. I am quite sure the
devil has played me this trick : I

CuHuff n CM." ' "

. ' T1Y MARK TWAIN. ' - '

The first time t began to sneoze.

oune, a small brown bottle sealed
with the arms of Provence, and& Moore.
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Coastantly on

School Books,

Miscellaneous Books,
Sunday School Books,

Writing Paper,

Envelopes, Pens,

Pencils, Slates, Inks,
Copy Books,

Blank Books,
And everything pertaining to Office

Stationery.
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and Medicines,
Paints, Oils, Toilet Articles,

Stationery, School Books, Etc.
(Stand formerly occupied by McCauley & Co.)

Clarksville, Tenn.
I cordially invite my friends and former patrons to come and ex-'ami- ne

stwk and prices.
August 10, 1S78 tf

THE FAVORIT

hand a full supply of

Pure Drugs,

Patent Medicines,
Dye-Stuff- s, Paints,

Oils, Varnishes, Teas,
Spices, Perfumery,

Toilet Articles,
Cigars

and Tobacco,

Pure "Wines and Liquors for Medi-
cinal Purposes.

hand a full supply of

Fancy Toilez Articles,
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In all the accounts given to us of
the country beyond the fctyx by
poets and seers there is a certain
vagueness, a certain lack of exact!
tude with reference to details, which
may be said to unut existing trans
Stygian geographical literature to;
the uses of this realistic, scientific
fact-lovin- g generation. The fullest
accounts given to us by the Greek
writers ou the. subject stop short at
the further side of Charon's ferry
so far, at least as accurate geograph
leal details are concerned, and no
later writers have done better. Mil
ton, indeed, set forth a conjectural
cosmogony which Professor Masson
has elucidated in his masterly way.
but Milton did not otferthat as any
thing more than a poet's concep
lion.

It is gratifying, therefore, to find
in a pamphlet just pubiisned in
Washington some authoritatively
revealed details of Hadean geogra- -

phy,which rest upon the authority
or no less persons than bir Isaac
Newton. Lord Bacon, Jut'ge Ed-
monds, William Penn and our own
Benjamin Franklin and George
Washington, all speaking through
Mr. Seth Driggs.

it appears that tne country be
yond the river is divided very much
as our terrestrial globe is, and that
in nomenclature it follows the earth-
ly pattern with a persistence which
does little credit to the originality
of its Inhabitants. There is a Lon
don there, with a population of one
million souls, but this is scant, in
asmuch as the English territory ol
which it is the capital numbers for
ty millions of people. Perhaps we
are to infer from this fact that the
city people have enough of metro
politan life on eartn and preier a
country residence In their disem
bodied state.

Spirits from the United States go
to the fifth sphere, which Is four
millions of miles iroin tne eartn
One thing which puzzles us about
our future residence is that although
it is a sphere it is described as 2,500
mile9 long and l.oou nines broad
and spheres of that peculiar shape
are nowhere described in tnose
mathematical works with which
we are familiar. The part of this
curiously shaped sphere which be
longs to the people or our country
is 1.200 miles sauare. It was first
colonized under Washington's lead
ership in the year 1850, and it now
numbers thirty millions of inhabi
tants. It has cotton and linen fac-
tories employing eight thousand
workmen, and cotton grows with
out cultivation as Indian corn does. 1
There is a silver mine, and silver
dollars are coined by the departed
fathers, but they have so far adopt
ed modern notions of finance that
they have paper money also. Let
us hope that it Is better secured than
was the paper money that Wash
ington and Franklin knew on earth.

The New Yorkers, we are toio,
hive "taken the lead" in the mat-
ter of building cities, but strangely
enough they have not managed to
make their own city pre-emine- nt

size as they did on earth. The
duplicate New York has a popula-
tion oi' only 12,000 persons, while
the New Middletown, Connecticut,
has as many. Philadelphia falls to
behind,-however- , with 8,000; New-
port has 12,000, and other cities ap-
pear

it
with iopulations varying from

1,000 to 8,000 each.
Washington, it seems, had a rath-

er uncomfortable time since he left
Mount Vernon. According to the
story that he told to Mr. Driggs he
first went to a place six millions of
miles from the earth, a di'tance
which, he assures Mr. Driggs, car-
ried him entirely above the clouds

and remained there fifty years
without clothing or lood, thereby
anticipating Dr. Tanner's fast and
greatly exceeding that performance.
That was like Washington. He al-

ways did excel ordinary men In
whatever he undertook. After that
experience Washington emigrated,
and "was assigned four acres of
land to make a living from." At
this point the father of his country
puzzles us a little. He has-live- on
this small farm for thirty years, he
savs. "without house, clothing, or
food," and we cannot guess in what j

way he has "made a living' on a
farm which yields nothing. If he
can live without house, clothing or
food we do not understand what
need he has of a farm "to make a
living from," and as he was reput-
ed on earth to le a rather thrifty
cultivator of the soil his utter fail-
ure as an agriculturist in a new
country which produces cotton and
Indian corn without cultivation at

is inexplicable. Pehaps it will
safer to pursue this Investigation
further. It tends to perplex and

bewilder one.
a

A Poet'a OeatU.
Henry Austin In International Review. (i

"The story of the end of Henry as

Timrod, as told by his sister-in-la-

seeow to be ineffably touching. As
recovered consciousness and calm
one of his last convulsions, he

paid quietly: ! am dying.' 'Yes, thedear whispered his sister, you
will soon be at rest.' 'True,' he re-

plied thein his struggling tones of in-

tense pathos, 'but love is better than
rest.' The parting with his adored thewife was his final, supreme agony,
after which a crown of calm de-
scended upon him, and his brows
wore a light like inspiration. He
partook, for the first time, of the go

holy communion of the Anglican
church, and then, as the shadows
gathered closer, he said in a cool,
clear voice, like some philosophical
dissecter : 'It seems like two tides

two tides advancing and retreat-
ing these powers of Lifeand Death. sheNow the dark wave recedes ; but
wait it will advance again, trium-
phant.' After a little He murmur-
ed, 'So this is death ! How strange!
Were I a metaphysician I would
analyze it, but as it is,- - I can only of
watch.' The long, slow night wore
through, and his wife In the gray lifethe morning took her Bister ofplace at the bedside. The sufferer
was burning with thirst, but the
last spoonful of water she gave him thecould not swallow. 'Never
mind,' he whispered, 'Iflhail soon
drink of the River of Eternal Life.' herd so, with love to light the way

faith the spirit of Henry Timrod thewent out, calmly beautiful, into the fellunknown dark just as the sun was
coming forth to his eternal task of
glory and of good. The slumber of
the poet softened into death at the
very hour which he had long for-
etoldthe hour when nature seems
most to rejoice; when birds eing
highest, brooks run freshest, and
flowers look sweetest. Was it a
welcome or a farewell to him? Not

marble monument, not even a inplain stone, marks his last resting
place in the ruinous cemetery at
Columbia ; but a good lifo needs no
epitaph."

Thev do things differently In
Australia. A young man whoso af-
fianced

of
went back on him and broke

her engagement received a note ask-
ing

sit
him to return the 1ik !v of hair

which he had. He looked over his
trunk, collected a bean of tresses cul-
led from various sources during his
love-makin- g career, and forwarded
them in a bundle to his lady love,
inclosing a note to the effect that he
had ready forgotten which was hers
but sho might wlect it from those
forwarded and return the rest at her
arliest convenience. . a

J. F1 WARFIELD,

with a picture of a monk in ecsta
sies on the silver ticket. Thanks to
the sale of the elixir, the monastery
of the Premontres became rapidly
very rich; the monks were able to
have the Pacome tower raised ; the
prior brought a new mitre; the
church was ornamented with nrettv
carved windows ; and in the finely
lace-sculptur- steepie a peal of
bells, both small and large, rang out
a giaa sound on Easter morning.

As to Brother Gaucher he who
till now had been the butt of the
monastery on account of his un-
gainly ways the jokes had entirely
ceased ; he was now known as the
Reverend Father Gaucher, a man
of much learniug and a great mind,
who lived quite apart, and was no
more to occupy himself with the
various-occupation-

s of his monastic
calling. He lived shut up in his
distillery, while thirty monks were
collecting herbs tor him. This dis-
tillery, which was so private that
not even the prior was admitted
into it, was an old abandoned chap
el, quite at the extremity of the
canon's garden.

The monks in their simplicity
naa worked themselves up to con
sider it quite a mysterious and
formidable place, and if by accident
any curious and adventurous young
monk reached as far as the rosace of
the door he came down in great
haste, quite frightened at the sight
of Father Gaucher, with his al
chemist's beard, stooping over his
ovens. Inhaling the grateful steam,
and slowly stirring it with his pipe,
he seemed to recognize the mali-
cious eyes of Aunt Begon in the
small glistening spangles that float-
ed over the emerald mixture ; they
seemed as if laughing at him, and
to say: "Come! take another drop!"
Drop added to drop at last hlled
the goblet to overflowing. The ex-
hausted monk fell down in a large
arm-chair- , his body quite powerless,
his eye-lid-s half closed. lie remem-
bered his sins, by fits and starts re-
peating in a low tone in a delight-
ful, penitent way: "Ah! I am
damning myself! I am damning
myself!" But what was worst of
all that he found written at the
bottom of this diabolical elixir by
some foul means all the bad songs
that. Aunt Begon used to sing
"Three old lttle women who liked
a feast," or Bergerette (maitre An
dre's friend), "Does she ever go to
the woods alone?" and always the
famous one relating to the White
Fathers, "Patatin, Patatan." Only
imagine what a noise and confusion
this must have created. His neigh-
bors in the nearest cells looked at
him with a sly air. "Ah! ah!
Father Gaucher, you had some bees
in your bonnet last night as you un
dressed." Then he would begin to
despair, and to cry, and to fast, and
to use sackcloth and the discipline.
Nothing could succeed against this
devil in the form of the elixir, and
every night at the same hour the
same play was enacted ; and, an
areometer in his hand and surround-
ed with cucurbites made in pink
sandstone, gigantic alembics, crystal
serpentines, it was a strange mix -

ture.anda bewitching light gieameu
forth through the window. At even
when the last Angelus was rung,
the door of this mysterious place
was discreetly opened, and the rev
erend father went to church to at-
tend

is
the evening service, you should

have seen what a reception was
given him whan he crossed me
monastery ! The brothers formed a
line to let him pass ; they bade each
other keep silence. "Chut he has

khe secret !" The treasurer followed
him and spoke with bated breath.
and with his head down. Amidst
all these adulations the reverend
father passed by sponging his fore
head, his oroaa-Drimme- a, inree--
cornered hood on the back of his
head like a halo, and looking with
delight around him at the great
courts, thickly planted with orange--
trees, the blue roots (where weather
cocks were turning round); and in
the glistening cloisters, between
whose elegant pillars the canons,
newly clad, were defiling two by
two with restful countenances.

"Thev owe all this to me!" said
the reverend father to himself, and
even the very thought of it purled
him up with pride. You see how
the poor man was punished for it.
Would vou believe me, one evening
during the divine service he arrived
in the chapel in a1 very agitated
spirit, very red, and out of breath,
with his hood awry, ne was so mucn
shaken that when he took holy
water he plunged in his arms up to
his very elbows. At first thi3 mis-
hap was put down to his being late,
but when he began to make exag-
gerated bows to the organ loft and
the galleries around, instead of to
the high altar, and to rush through
the church like a madman, and
stroll hither and thither in search of It
his place in the stalls, and when
once seated he bowed to right and
left, smiling with an imbecile look
in his face, a hum of astonishment
filled the three Raves, The monks
were whispering to each other over
their breviaries: "What is the mat-
ter

at
with Father Gaucher? What

is the matter with Father Gaucher?
The prior twice, with an impa-

tient movement, let his crosier fall
in order to impose silence. It is
true that the Psalms were still being
heartily chanted at the extremity
of the choir, but the responses were
not so spirited. Suddenly, in the
midst of the Ave Verum, Father
Gaucher falls from his seat, and be-

gins intoning in a clear voice;
"There liyed once upon a time in
Paris a White Moak, Palatin, Pal-ata- n,

Tarabin, Taraban," etc. This
last act caused general dismay. Ev-
eryone got up. Cries of "Remove
him ; he is possessed with a devil !"
The canons crossed themselves. The ifprior's crosier began to exert itself.
But Father Gaucher did not observe
or hear anything, and two monks
were obliged to drag him out by the
little door of the choir. He was
meanwhile kicking like one pos-
sessed, and continued with renewed
zeal his song of Patatin and Ta-
rabin.

on

The next day at dawn the unfort-
unate man was on his knees in the
prior's oratory, and was performing all
his penance amid floods of tears j

"It was the elixir, it was the elixir
which was too much for me," he
kept on repeating while he beat his
breast. The prior was quite touched
in witnessing such genuine grief.

"Come, come, Father Gaucher,
quiet yourself ; all will right itself.
After all, it was not so very scandal-
ous as you think it was. It is true
there was that horrid song, which
was a little bit hum hum. it is only
to be hoped that the novices did
not hear it. Now tell me exactly of
how it all happened. It was by
tasting the elixir was it not? You
were rather too prodigal with it.
Yes, yes, I understand, like
Schwartz the inventor of gun-
powder ; you have been a victim to
to your own invention. And now
tell me, my honest friend, is it nec-
essary for you to taste yourself this
moct dreadful elixir?"

"Unfortunately it is, my lord!
The meter shows me how much
alcohol I ought to put in, but for
the finishing touch I would only
trust my own taste."

"Ah, very well ! but listen, and I
will ask you another question.
When you taste this alcohol out of all
necessity, do you like it? Does it an
please you ?"

"Alas ! yes, my lord," answered
the unfortunate man, getting very to

FRANKLIN STEEET,
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FATHEIt liAlCilER S EL1XIK.

BY ALPHOXSE DAUDET.

"Drink a draught of this, my
friend, and tell me what you think
of it."

The cure of Graveson began care-
fully, as a lapidary counts his pearls,
to pour out, drop by drop, thimble-ful- s

of a "liqeur" of a golden green
color, sparkling and most delicious.
My blood was all aglow after this
delicious draught.

"This drink is Father Gaucher's
elixir; it is the joy and health of
the whole country of iJrovenee,"
continued the honest fellow trium
phantly. "It is made in the mon
astery of the Premontres ; if is worth
all the Chartreuses in the world.
And if you only knew how enter
taining the story of the elixir is!
Listen, I will tell it to you."

Accordingly he began m the most
simple manner in the dining-roo- m

of the rectory, which was so modest
and calm, and adorned with the
whole history of the cross and with
curtains starched out like surplices

to tell me the story, which was
somewhat irreverent ana skeptical.
and rather in the Erasmus or d'As--
somy's style r--

Twenty years ago, the order of
the Premontres, or I should perhaps
call the White Fathers, tor they
were always termed so among the
Provencaux, were in great poverty
and misery. If you had seen their
monastery at that time you would
have been quite sorry lor them
The high wall and the Pacome tow
er were falling to pieces : grass grow
ing all round the monastery ; the
pillars splitting; the stone saints
were topsy-turv- y in their nooks
there was not a window or a door
in decent order. The breezes from
the Rhone blew as bleakly as in the
Camargue, blowing out the tapers
and breaking the leads round the
windows, and emptying the shells
of the holy water. But what was
the saddest sight of all, was to see
the spire of the monastery as silent
as an abandoned pidgeon-hous- e, and
the fathers, having no means of
buying a bell, were reduced to ring
their matins by clanging pieces of
wood gathered from the almond
tree.

Poor White Fathers! I can still
see them, as they appeared at the
procession for the Fete-Die- u, and as
they passed along as sadly with
their hoods "all patched, all so pale
and thin (for their only food was
pumpkins and watermelons). Bring-
ing up the rear was the prior, all
abashed, with his head down, and
appearing quite ashamed to show
his ungilded crosier and moth-eate- n

mitre hi white wool to the sun. The
ladies who belonged to the associa-
tion were actually crying for mere
pity's .sake, and the fat banner-bearer- s

were joking among them-
selves and pointing at the poor
monks. "Starlings are always thin
when they go about in bands."

The fact is the unfortunate White
Monks had more than oncediscussed
among themselves whether it would
not be better to separate and each
start in a different direction in search
of gain. One day as this very sub-
ject was being discussed in the
chapter-hous- e, a message was
brought to the prior, to ask him to
speak to Brother Gaucher, who was
anxious to be admitted to the coun-
cil.

You must know that 'this same
Brother Gaucher was the cow-her- d

of the monastery ; that is to say that
he spent his days in driving, before
him, through the arches of the mon-
astery, two thin cows, who sought
their food in the chinks of the pave-
ment. He himself had been brought
up by an old woman who was quite
mad, in the country of Baux, and
she was known by the name of
Aunt Begon ; afterward he had been
picked up by the White Fathers.
The unfortunate cow-her- d had never
been able to learn anything more
than to recite his Pater Noster (and
that he could only recite in the
Provencal tongue), and look after
the cows, fof he was unusually
thick-heade- d and "as sharp as a
wooden beetle." It is a true saying
that "empty casks have the best
sound."

He was a fervent Christian, al-

though somewhat dreamy ; he wore
the sackcloth cheerfully, and gave
himself the discipline with a full
assurance of its efficacy, and with
such force. When he made
his appearance in the chapter-roo- m

in a simple awkward manner, bow-
ing to the assembly with one leg
behind, the prior, the canons, the
treasurer, all burst out laughing.
This always happened when he ap-
peared with" his gold old face, and
with his goat-bear- d and his foolish
eyes; so, being accustomed to this
hilarity, Brother Gaucher was not
troubled. "Reverend fathers," he
began, while he was twisting in his
fingers a rosary made of olive-stone-

"would you believe that by dint of
racking my poor head, which is
usually very empty, I think I have
discovered a way out of our diff-
iculties? You all know my Aunt
Begon that honest woman who
cared for me when I was quite a
child (God preserve her soul; the
old sinner, she used to sing shock-
ing songs when she was drunk !) I
must tell you, reverend fathers, that
my Aunt Begon was very learned
in mountain herbs, as much so as
any cunning fellow in Corsica. In
order to prove it, she concocted,
when she was dying, an admirable
elixir composed of five or six kinds
of herbs, which WB used to go and
pick up together on the AlpUlea. It
is a very long time ago, but I be-lie- ve

with the help of St. Augustine
and with the help of the prior I
could after a diligent search find
this mysterious elixir. We could
then bottle it ; and by selling it at a
good price our monastery would be-

come rich by degrees, like our
brethren of the Trappe and of the
Grande."

He could not finish his sentence,
for the prior had got up and thrown
himself on his neck. The monks
seized him by the hands ; the treas-
urer, more enthusiastic even than
the others, kissed with reverence
the tattered border of his robe; then
each one returned to his seat to dis-
cuss the matter, and the chapter de-
cided that Brother Thraysbule was
in future to look after the cows, in
order that Brother Gaucher might
give up all hU time to the concoc-
tion of his famous elixir.

How our good brother succeeded
in finding the recipe belonging to
his Aunt Begon, at what expense of
time and trouble, history does not
tell us; only one thing wa3 quite
certain, and that was that the
White Fathers in a few months
were quite popular again. In all
the country of the Comtat, and also
about Aries, there was not a granary
or a wine vault which did not in-

clude among their bottles of old

a friend told inetogoand lUie my
feet in ht water and go to li-- .1
did so. - Shortly after aiiotiif-rfrli'ii-

told mo lo get un and Mice h cold
shower-bath- . 1 did that also.
Within the hour another friend in-
sured me that it wa policy to fivd
a eolJ and starve a fever. 1 had
both. So I thought it txrt to fill
myself up for the cold, and let tho
fever starve awhile. In a case of
this kind I seldom do things by
halves; I ate pretty heartily. I ,
conferred my custom upon a stran-
ger, who had just opened his restau-
rant on Corlandt street, near the ho-
tel, that morning, paying for n full
meal. He waited near me in res-pectf- ul

silence until I had finished
feeding my cold, When he inquired
if the people about New York were
much afflicted with colds. I told
him I thought they were. He then
went out and took in his sign.

I started up towards the office.
and on the way encountered anoth-
er bosom friend, who told me that
a quart of warm salt water would
come as near curing a cold as any-
thing in the world. I hardly
thought I had room for it,: but I
tried it anyhow. The result was
surprising. 1 believe I threw up
my immortal soul. Now, ns I give

ly exienence only for the benefit
of your friends who are troubled
with this distemper, I feel that they
will see the propriety of my cau
tioning them against following kik Ii
portions or it as proved insufficient
with me, and acting upon this con
viction I warn them against warm
salt water. It may bo a good en-
ough remedy, but I think it is rath- -

too severe, it i had another
cold In the head, and there was no
course left tne but to take cither an
earthquake or a quart of warm milt
water, I would take my chances ou
the earth-quak- e. After this every-
body in the hotel became interested,
and I took all sorts of remedies-- hot

lemonade, cold lemonade, pep-
per tea, bonesct, stewed quaker,
lioarhound syrup, onions and loaf
sugar, lemonade and brown nurtir,
vinegar and laudanum, live bottles
of fir balsam, eight bottles of cherry
pectoral, and ten bottles of Uncle
Sam's remedy, but all without ef
fect. One of the prescriptions giv
en by an old lady was well, it was
dreadful.- - She mixed. a decoction
composed of molasses, catnip, pep
permint, aqua ioriis, turpentine,
kerosene and various other drugs,
and instructed me to take a .wine
glass full of it every fifteen minutes.

never took but one dose ; that was
enough. I had to take to my bed,
and remain there for two entire
days. When I felt a littlo better.
more things were recommended, i
was desperate and willing to take
anything. Plain gin was recom
mended, then gin and moiaases,
then gin and onions.' I took all
three. I detected no part icular re
sult, however, except that I had ac-

quired a breath like a turkey buz
zard, and had to change my boarding--

place. At this new place they
suggested a different remedy to any
yet tried. A sheet bath was recom
mended, l had never reiuned a
remedy yet ; therefore I determined

take a sheet bath, though 1 had
no Idea what sort ot arrangement

was. It was administered ut
midnight, and the weather was very
frosty. My back and breast were
stripped, and a sheet (there -
peared lo be a thousand yards or in
soaked in ice water was wound
around me until I resembled a swab
for a columbiad. It Is a cruel expe
dient. When the chilly rag touches
one's warm flesh it, makes him start
with sudden violence and gasp for
breath just as men do in the death
Hgony. It froze the marrow In my
bones and Btopped the beating of
my heart. 1 thought my time had
come. When i recovered irom
thisairlcnd recommended the ai- -
)licat!on of a mustard plaster to my
read. I believe that would have

cured me effectually if it hud not
been for young Clemens. hen 1
went to bed 1 put the mustard plas
ter where I could reach it when I
should be ready for It. But young
Clemens got hungry In the night
and ate it up. 1 never saw any
child have such an apetite. lam
confident that he wOuld have eaten
me if I had been healthy.

A Niagara Tragedr.
More than twenty years ago Ni-

agara witnessed a tragedy which,
while of a heartrending character,
was marked by an act of true hero-Is- m

seldom equaled In grandeur.
Mr. Charles Addington, a young
man about 23 or 24 years of age, win
affianced to Miss De Forrest, both
being residents of Buffalo. ( tne day

happy Party, comprising Mrs. Ik
Forrest, Miss De Forrest , a yomig
daughter, Eva, h beautiful child 5 or

yettra old and Charley Addington,
his irieuds were accustomed to

call him, visited the falls. They
crossed the bridge toTJoat island,
and, while resting under tho trees,
little Eva strayed away from Ua
group, and, approaching the bank of

narrow butdeepand swift stream
that rushes between Goat Island and

small Island lying between it
and tho main American rapids, was
amusing herself by casting sticks in

water and watching theni'ii.
they were whirled away. Mrs. lk
Forrest, alarmed for her child's saf-t-y,

requested Charley Addington to
after her and bring her back.

Charley at once proceeded to tho
bank, and thinking to give the '.it-t- ie

one a fright, approached her
stealthily from behind, and, catch-
ing her under the arms, held her
over the stream. The startled child
threw up her arms, and instantly

slipped through young Adding-ton'- s

hands, and it'll Into tho ii-Id- s.

..
The realization of tho horrible ca-

lamity must have come home t:
Addingtori's brain with the rapidity

the lightning's flash. Ho saw
that his rash act had cost the child's

that only one desjterate chance
si:vlng her remained that lh

world was at an end for him forever.
Tearing off his coat, he rushed along

bank until he had pa.-tso- littlo
Eva, who was kept a flout by her
clothing; then plunging in ahead of

he siezed the child and desper-
ately attempted to throw her upon

bank. A ho made t ho effort bo
back into the rapids and was

whirled over the small fall that in-

tervenes betwwen the American
Horseshoe falls. Little Eva fctrurlc
the top of the bank, but all power
had apparently gone from her, and
she rolled back into tho stream nnd
was hurried to her dreadful fate.
The mother and lister tsUxnl power-
less and paralyzed with horror while
the tragedy, almost instantaneous

its netlon, jwsed before their
eyes, leaving its dark cioud hang-
ing over . all their futun Uvtn,
Charley Addington had made a he-

ro's atonment for his thoughtless,
and-reckles- s net. Hi fa therein
was an only on was In tho habit

visiting the falls once n week , for
years after the tragedy, and would

for Itoursgazingat thespot where
his son and little Eva nM thtlr
deaths. He ticeame well known ut
the falls, and there were many vh
believed that he would one tlay vol-
untarily seek the same fate that hisj
son, in his heroism, has courted.
But his sad pilgrimage had no'suc)
ending. .,

B E It N 11 A kdt'i "fk'tie (tc'-k- nC Li
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am quite determined not to use the
meter again, all the worse if the
liquer is not tasted enough, or fin

isneu up."
"iieavens protect us irom such a

resolution," answered the prior,
sharply. "We must not displease
our customers, ah that you can do,
now that you have a lesson, will be
to he more caret ul. let us see.
about how many drops does it take
to make up your account ? t Uteen
or twenty ?"

"Twenty, I should say."
"The devil would be very clever

to eaten you with twenty drops.
Also, in order to prevent any future
accideut, l will permit you to say
your evening prayers in the distil
lery, instead or coming to church
And now go in peace, mv reverend
father, and please take care to count
your drops."

Alas, the poor reverend father
counted them in vain ; the devil
held him and would not give him
up. Strange noises came forth from
the distillery. During the daytime
everything was quiet. The father
was always calm ; he prepared his
chafing dishes, his alembics, care--.
fully sorted his herbs they were all
herbs found in Provence, rare ones
and gray and variegated ones ex
haling strange perfumes. But at
night when the simples were in
fused, and the elixir was cooling in
immense brass caldrons, the poor
man's martyrdom oegan. seven
teen eighteen nineteen twenty !

The drops fell from the pipe into
the pewter goblet. All these twenty
drops the lather swallowed at one
gulp, without much feeling of de-
light. But the twenty-firs- t he
longed after. Oh, to taste that
twenty-fir- st drop; so in order to
escape temptation, he would go and
kneel quite at the extremity of the
laboratory, and his thoughts were
for some time in his Pater Nosters
There rose a little perfumed smoke
from the still heated "liqueur,"
which enveloped him, and, whether
he chose or not.brought his thoughts
back to his caldrons. The "liqueur"
was or a beautiful golden green
color. Meanwhile, orders vere
pouring into the monastery it was
a great blessing they received them

from Nismes, Aix, Avignon, Mar-
seilles. Gradually the monastery
became a small manufactory. There
were brothers who packed, brothers
who ticketed, others who wrote,
others who managed the transport
business. In this way they became
very lax in their religious duties
the bells were very rarely rung;
but I assure you the poor country
folks were no losers by the change !

Well, one fine Sunday when the
treasurer was reading the account
of the year which was ending before
the whole assembled chapter, the
hearty canons were listening with
gleaming eyes and smiling lips.
when quite suddenly rather tiau-ch- er

rushed in among them crying:
"It is all over now. I will make
no more. Give me back my cows!"

"What is the matter, Father
Gaucher?" asked the prior, who, in
however, had his doubts as to what
was the matter !

" 'What is the matter,' my lord ?
The matter is that I am on the high
road to perdition, an eternity of
flames and of pitchforks. The fact

that I drink like a fish."
"But I warned you to count the

drops."
"Oh- - yes it was all very well to

count the drops, but now I should
have to count the goblets. Yes,
revererd fathers, I have reached to
that depth of degradation I take
my three bottles nightly. You un-
derstand that this cannot last, there-
fore you must find some one else to
concoct the elixir for you. Let the
everlasting fire consume me if I
meddle with it again."

I can tell you the whole chapter
did not laugh when they heard
these words.

"But, unfortunate man, you will
be the cause of our ruin," cried the
treasurer, agitating his enormous
book.

" Would you prefer that I should
be damned ?"

At these words the prior stood up.
"Reverend fathers," he began, ex-
tending his beautiful white hand,
on which wa3 the pastoral ring,
"everything will be arranged for the
best. It is at night, Js it not, my
dear son, that the devil tempts
you V"

"Yes, holy prior, regularly every
night. As soon as evening closes
in, l hnd myseit perspiring at tne
very thought of what is going to
happen me, like Capitou's ass at the
thought or his burden." all

"Very well ! calm yourself. We be
will recite St. Augustine's prayers no
for your benefit, and I will join to
them a plenary indulgence. By
these means you will be quite safe.

is actually giving you absolution
while you are in the act of sirming."

Oh, well, many thanks, my
lord prior," and without further
ado Father Gaqcher returned to his
distillery as gay as a lark. Surely he
from that day forth, every evening in

the end of the evensong, the off-
iciating monk never missed saying :

Let us pray for our poor l ather
Gaucher, who sacrifices his eternal
happiness to the interests of the
monastery."

"Oremas Domine."
Then when the prayers of the

cowled monks sounded through the
nave like the blowing of an easterly
wind amid snow, at the other ex-
tremity of the monastery Father
Gaucher, behind the blazing win-
dow of his distillery was heard sing-
ing with all his might :

"in Paris there lived a White Monk,
Palatin, Palatan," eic.

Here the good cure stopped, quite
frightened. "Mercy!" cried he;

my parishioners were only to hear
me!"

Gov. John C. Brown's old war
horse, "Lexington," died at the
Pond Hill farm, on the 20th inst,,at
the advanced age of 25 years. Up

his departure for Texas recently, of
Gov. Brown left this venerable ani-
mal in cha;ge of Mr. W. H. Tun-gct- t,

with instructions to accord him
honor and attention due to his he

gallant services and respected old
age. These commands were faith-
fully obeyed and Lexington's last Ai
days were spent in comfort and in of
peace. His death wasudden and
painless and his remains were con-
signed to the earth with all honor
and respect. He bore his master
gallantly o'er many a hard-foug- ht

field when the red-mouth- cannon
belched forth its death-dealin- g mis-
sies, but was mercifully spared to
end his days in the soft tranquility

pastoral scenes long after the tu-

mult of battle had died away. 1'u-las- ki

Citizen. a

MosTjieople use or hear the words
"Mrs. Grundy," as applied to gossip
and meaning the female partot soci-
ety according to fashionable slang,
without knowing their uritfu. What
Mrs, Grundy saye meaues "what
the gossip say." The original Mrs.
Grundy was the wife olr president
Van Buren's Attorney General, the
Hon. Felix Grundy of Tennessee,
and she ruled aristocratic society in
Washington with a red of iron.
Her edicts were law, her presence
was Indispensable to the success of

fashionable gatherings, and such
authority she became on social

topics that the expression "Mrs.
Grundy says" became so common a

outlive her fa me,

PROPRIETOR OK FERTILISERIke Peoples Drug Store !

(OPPOSITE FOX & SMITH'S)

Franklin Street, - Clarksville, Tennessee,
Of the Tobacco Growing States is

the
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Keep constantly on

Pure Drugs, Stationery ;
Paints Oils VarniHhPH, Paint Bruxhea, Kehool Supplied, etc.

IjPreKt-ripUon- accurately conipouiifled both niglil ami day.
Respectfully,

PITMAN
" HOMESTEAD

TOBACCO GROWER.
DEALERS IX

FASHIONABLE

" FURNISHING GOODS.
Landreth's Garden Seed,

Field Seed,
Lime, Plaster, &c,Cla rks vMe,
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One of the Oldest Newspapers in
the Southern States. Contin-
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